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BELOW THE DEAD LINE.

B Y

The Case of Dickson’s Diamonds.

B0 TT GANP B E L L.

“No, Jimmle, the burglar of today is]hand. Yet.I do not even require glasses
not the burglar of a generation or two | for observing things at a distance.”

ago,” said Felix
wrexth of weeis.

Boyd,

through a
‘““He is not the burly

“That is occasionally the case, 1 un-
derstand.”
“I am told so. Yet I believe that very

midnight ruffian at mere fancy of whom | few are as sorely afflicted as 1. I can
we shuddered in our trundle-beds, the |®ad only with a very powerful glass,

mrded fellow in rough gttire and sin- |
r mask, with a kit of tools under |

| as you may see,’”

And he now displayed his reading

his coat and a brace of Smith & Wes- | 51258, @ thick lens nearly six inches in

son’s in his hip pockets, whose chief at-
who
cracked with equal complacency a mer-

tribute was brute force, and
chant's safe or the merchant's skull.”

Jimmie Coleman laughed,

approvingly.
This central

very intimate friend and most

admirer, probably the latter because he

knew much more of Boyd’'s remarkable

knocking |
the ashes from his clgar, and nodded

office man was Boyvd's
ardent

| diameter, having a silver rim and an
gnhrmy handle. Boyd merely glanced at
|it, then turned to Colegpan, who had
| risen.

|- “Drop in a little later, Jimmie,” said
he. “I imagine that Mr. Dickson will
| not long engage me.”

| *“No, Mr. Boyd, not very 14ng,” said
| Dickson, when they were alone. “I re-
ceived in my mail this morning a let-
ter which gives me great uneasiness, if

talents than any other man, &0 was ::'»t S"””,U:" alarm. 1 took it to my
best able to appreciate his extraordi- ankers for advice, scarce knm\'ing
nary abilities what eise to do, and they advised me

He had dropped into Boyd’'s office in
Pine streét half an hour before, merely

to consult you. I wish you would ex-
amine the letter; here it is, and tell me
what you think of it, and how seriously

|
oy ing smoke in genial | :
::?Jmi:;n; & morning smoke in g 1! should regard it. 'I am tempted to
“You f;ro right Felix.” said he. place it in theyhands of the police for

“Things have changed'mightily in that

investigation.”
Boyd examined the letter with inter-

respect since we wore a frock and | : § o

knickerbockers.” {vst. and was immediately struck with
ckerbockers. w2 wRm Fer
“Instead, Fimmie.” addad Boyd, | its peculiarities.

fn ruminati’g mood. “we have today | 1t Deither was written nor printed in

the much more intelligent and danger-
ous scamp, who forms and executes his

designs with exquisite cunning and sa-
gacity, and who employs every modern

mechanical device with which to over- |
safe-
transition |

ccme the constantly
guards he
has been

improving
encounters. The
gradual, but is

N

very

dergone a corresponding change.”

“That is true, too, Felix.”

“The successful sleuth of today, Jim-
mie, besides possessing the dogged per-
pistency and brute courage of old, must
be a man of broad intelligence, a keen
observer, and subtle analyst,
capable of discerning remote relations
The detection of obscure bits of evi-

pro- |
nounced, and the detective art has un- |

and one

the ordinary way. Instead, each word
had been cut singly from some book or
newspaper, evidently with a penknife,
{and then pasted on a blank sheet of pa-
| per. 3
{ Plainly the work had been very cara-
fully done, yet it had been found so
|the separate words differently spaced
delicate that the completed lines pre-
| sented considerable irregularity, with
[and slanted at various angles.
| The communication thus conveyed
was quite brief, and read as follows:
“Nathan Dickson, Maiden Lane: You
lcok out for yourself. Persons I dare
not name are about to execute a design
against you, the character of which 1
cannot safely disclose. I am a friend
to you, and this is a warning you will

flvnvn. and the art of making correct i B i S !
deductions therefrom, chiefly serve to|NO! Wisely = ignore. Heed it. Guard
solve the great criminal mysteries of yourself ard that most dear to you.”
the present day."” Boyd twice read this curious missive,

“Time and again, Felix, you have | then looked up at the grave face of his
demonstrated that.” nodded Coleman l‘\{l.‘y»t""g,“ifeﬁ"'r' as: 3 i
*“Witness that bond robbery of Curry, ‘”“,‘. ““I.‘.. "h“ cover in which this
Gale & Fiske last November. By the | W3S mailed?” he asked.

way, I see that that man Wykoff, whom
vou suspected of having had a hand in

that affair, is again operating on the |, FPrinted with a pen.” observed Boyd;
curb.” 5 : ‘ “and dropped in one of the street |
“ .

Boyd smiled oddly, and laid away his [ P0Xes late yesterday afternoon. Evi-

| "Yes, here it is,”” bowed Dickson, ten-
{dering the envelope.

| dently the sender designed this method

Yipe. -

. E“":knﬂ' as T remarked at that time, | t¢ Pprevent being traced by his hand-
was not the master knave in that af- '.r'.'j“"' ; i ” - =
falr,” said he. *“Take my word for it, | That is apparent.” cried Dickson,
4 vs e 5 Do . - ) ; | nervously. “But what of the letter it-
Jimmie, there was another Richmond . . .

eomewhere in the field self It has given me a dreadful shock.

robbery was not designed by
ble and far-reaching knave.”
“Do you still think s6?”
“1 do, indeed,” said Boyd, with no-

ticeable gravity.

Jimmie, that something seriously wrong

exists
Line.' "

“Why de you think so?"

“PDon’'t ask me why; the grounds for
my misgivings are still vague and in-
definite. Yet 1 seriously believe that,
somewhere in this wealthy locality.
where millions change hands with each
passing business hour, somewhere in
the very heart of our great financial
maelstrom, there exists
genius for crime?”

down here below the ‘Dead-

That ingenious
Paul
Wykoeff, but by some much more capa-

“It is my impression, |

& veritable |

| My nerves are completely unstrung. It
{ is so indefinite, yet in a way so threat-
| ening. I don't know whether my life
| is in danger, or my property, or what.
|I am all of a tremble from head to
| foot.™
|  ““Which really. is very foolish of vou,”
said Boyd, indifferently. ‘I not
think vour life is in Mr.
Dickson. Are you of much
property ?”

‘“Bradstreet rates me at a hundred
thousand, which is rather more than
I possess,” replied Dickson, more com-

do
any danger,
a man

| posedly. “T own a modest summer place |

{ near Jamaica bay, where I dwell for
about six months of the yvear. rénting a
house in town during the winter.”
‘““At present you are where?"
“I am still living in town.”

Y :‘ genius for crime?” echoed "m'”" “You do a large business in dia-
man. gk

“A man whose obscure nnrsnnzllity!mf’"d’v'

may be only vaguely discerned behind | "~"Quite so. As agent for foreign
crafty operations executed by n'hc-rs,ihr Uf—'r\":.‘_ moreover, I carry a valuable
vet directed by him with all the evil|Stock.

ingenuity and consummate foresight of | "'In part consigned to you, I pre-
a master of knavery. 1 see only vague i sume.” observed Boyd, raising his
eigne of this at present, Jimmie, now "‘"‘f"‘}'ﬁ "

end then cropping out in crimes of new | _"’ es, '“”r""i“'.‘}

and peculiar originality, all of “hirhll I.Wn yvou consider vour "1"3!"“Y‘§. ?n
point to a masterful and maligaant | Maiden Lane, and the safe or vauit in
genius hid in the background. As yet | Which yoo store your goods, perfectly
I have been unabie to get the least defi- | Secure against burglars?” inquired
nite line upon him: but some day 1 Jovd. X J

shall do so. Some day, Jimmie, one of | ‘‘Indeed, yes!” exclaimed Dickson. 1
these peeuliar crimes will give me a |never felt otherwise.”

clue to this master knave, who, 1 }m‘] Boyd smiled, and again glanced at

lieve, lurks abouti here like a spider in

its web, and conspires with and directs

the patechwork letter.
“Who among vour friends, Mr. Dick-

a well-organized gang of—" |son, is a practical joker?” he asked, a
“Easy!” put in Coleman, lifting his | bit dryly

forefinger. ‘‘There are steps in the cor- ‘“Really I recall none.”

ridor. Some one is ®oming this way.” “Yet this letter is, in my opinion, the

A stranger unceremoniously entered.

He was about

a8t once indicated exceeding nervous-
regs and excitement.

“I am looking for Mr. Boyd—Mr.
Felix Bovd,” he said, quickly, . with

restless glances at each of his hearers.
“Do 1 find him here?”

&0 years of age, stoutly
built, and his pale face and dilated eyes

work of such a person.”
“A joke—a practical joke! Sent only
|to annoy or alarm me!” exclaimed Dick-

|sen, with much eagerness. “Do you
| really think so, Mr. Boyd? Indeed, 1
| shall feel greatly relieved If that is
| your opinion. Do you really think so,
Mr. Boyvd?”

Plainly, his relief already was great,

Bovd reached for his pipe, at the | and Boyd at once groceeded to further
game time signing the stranger to a |assure him.
chair. “I think. Mr. Dickson.” said he. de-
“1 am Felix Boyd.” said he. "Take a |cisively, “that any true friend, so anx-
geat, sir.” ious to warn vou of serious danger,
“In a moment, just a moment.” nerv- | cculd easily have found a way to in-
ously rejoined the stranger, hastening | t€llizently do so without imperiling
to produce a card. “I am Nathan | himself. The greater yvour danger, sir,

Dickson of Maiden Lane, dealer in dia-
mondg, and the American agent for
some of the largest diamond merchants

of London and Amsterdam. My. card,
Mr. Boyd.”
“Thank you,” murmured Boyd, with

his keen, gray eyes half hidden under

their drooping lids. “And what,
can I do for you, Mr. Dickson?"”

“1 come to you from my bankers, who
told ms that, if T mentioned their name,
you would readlly advise me,” Dickson
quickly exclaimed, mentioning one
the largest banking houses in Wall
street. 1 have been a depositor with
them for nearly twenty years, Mr.
Povd, and they advised me to consult
yon, sir, instead of going+*to the central
office, as I at first was inclined.”

These references to, the
served at once to ensure Boyd's inter-
ect, for reasone hinted at in an earlier
narrative. He laid down his pipe with-
out having lighted it, and again waved
his visitor to a chair.
“You do not know me by name, [ take
* gajd Dickson, as he sat down.
“Only since seeing your card,” said
‘Boyd. "1 observe, however, that you
are a married man, arld very near-
gighted.”

“Dear me! How is that?
my heart on my sleeve?”

“Hardly that,”” emiled Bovd.
spot has been sponged from yo
this morning, presumably by your wife,
gince you scarce could have visited
vour tailor thus early; and I notice the
handle of a reading-glass protruding
glightly from your inside pocket.”

That one of these deductions did not
affect Dickson very pleasantly was ap-
parent in his increased nervousness,
#nd the sudden trembling of his hands
his knees; yet he laughed a little,
and cried:

‘Oh, yes, quite right; you are quite
rizht, Mr?Boyd. I am very near-sight-
ed, very, when viewing objects close at

pray,

it,

Do 1 wear

“But a
vest

on

of

bankers |

the greater probability of such a step
on the part of a friend, who surely
would have left you in ne guch uncer-

| tainty as this concerning his meaning.”
{ “I had not thought of it in that
{ lizht,” eried Dickson. “Really. Mr.

Boyd, T begin to think you are right.”
| *“To go a step farther,” added Boyd;
| “if knaves contembplate any secret de-
sign upon you, certainly no such warn-
| ing as this would have prefaced the ex-
| ecution of their project. Such a step on
| their part would be absurd.”
|  “Surely.”

{‘ “That, Mr. Dickson, is my opinion of
| this plece of indefinite patchwork.”

“You Dbelieve
!jnkﬂ""
| *“Nothing inore serious, sir.”

“What would you advise me to do
|about it?”

|  “Nothing at all.” declared Boyd,
i promptly. “T should give it no further
attention. I am convinced that no
friend sent it to you; and such a com-
munication from an enemy surely
| would be unworthy one’s serious con-
!s!dormmn. If T were vou, Mr. Dickson,

I should toss the letter into my waste-
basket, and not give it another
thought.”

A noteworthy vhangnxd come over
the dealer in diamonds. His eves were
| brighter, his cheeks flushed with sat-
| {efaction, and a smile had dispelled the
| manifest apprehensions with which he
kad entered Boyd's office.

He now shook the latter warmly by
the hand, effusively uttering his thanks,
and declaring that his own opinion of
the mysterious letter was entirely
eckanged. and that he now should com-
pletely disregard it.

When Mr. Dickson was about arising
to go, however, Boyd carelessly ob-
served:

“If you will leave tlhie letler with me
until after noon, M. Diditeon, I will
examine it more clogely a little later,

it to be a practical

lhas been ‘an explosion

in jcase any obscure f@utares of conse-
qtence have escaped me. Should I dis-
cover any, I will hasten to inform and
advise you.”

“Certainly,” cried Dickson readily. “I
shall be glad to leave it.”

“I have your business card,” sald
Boyd. “In case I should wish to reach
vou at home, which is not very prolj-
able, yon had better leave me your up-
tcwn address. Write it on this blank,
if you like. Here is a pencil.”

Dickson again drew out his lens, hold-
ing it in his left hand while he wrote
with the other, and bowing his head
nearly to the paper on which he in-
scribed the desirad address.

“There it is, Mr. Boyd,” said he, arts-

ing. *“I am always at+home evenings.
My wife and children are my chief

comfort and delight. Call some evening,
if you will, when not upon business.
A thousand thanks for your opinion
and advice. My bankers tell me that
yvou invariably are right in such mat-
ters. You cannot imagine how much
you have relieved me.”

Boyd smiled, and shook his proffered
hand, bowing him to the office door,
where he bade him good-morning.

When Jimmie Coleman entered a lit-
tle later, he found Boyd at the window
still studying the letter: and the latter

at once confided to him the occasion
{of Dickson's visit.
“And what do you really make of

this, Felix?” inquired Coleman,
ously examining the letter.
Joyd laughed softly, with
gleam iif one corner of his eye.
“Make of it, Jimmie?” said he. *“Not
very much more than I told Dickson.
Still, it presents a few curious features.
| Notice that each word was cut from
some book or paper.”
| *“That’s very evident.”
| “Now place the face of
“azalnst the window-pane, so that the
{ light strikes through it. You find that
| you then can decipher the printing on
{ the reverse side of the page from which
the word in the letter was carefully
| cut.”
{ “So I can, for a fact)”’
“Under the word ‘design.’ in the let-
;;cr. you find Fr ‘descant,” in small ital-
| jes.” ¢
| “Under the word ‘execute,’ in the let-
|ter, you find the two words—‘to exert.’
Plainly, Jimmie, those two words,

curi-

an odd

the page

as

of the definitions of the two
‘descant’ and ‘exertion,” on the reverse
page . from which the words
and ‘}(omm-' were cut by the sender
of this"letter.”

“Eureka!” cried Coleman. “It's dead
open and shut, Felix, that the words of
this letter were cut from an ordinary
dictionary.”

{ "Certainly it is, Jimmie.,” laughed
| Boyd; then he added, rather dryly:
i“\'ﬁry possibly, Jimmie. I some day
{ shall discover the dictionary from

| which they were cut.”

| Yet Mr. Felix Boyd gave the matter
| very little immediate attention. That
{afternoon he returned the letter to

Dickson, at his ‘store in Maiden Lane,
stating that he found nothing in it to
| warrant serious apprehensions, and he
left the dealer in diamonds quite as-
|surpd that his earlier fears were entire-
lly groundless.

Boyd next ecalled upon
bankers, who stated that the latter
| was a man of sterling integrity, whose
| word was as good as his bond, and that
‘his family comprised a wife and seven
charming children.
| So
i take

3oyd let
its own
dcwn, and
the crash

!about

the matter drop,
course, whether up
ten days passed
came. Then, as he was
going out to lunch one
{a policeman came rushing into his Pine
Is(rc-ot office, erying excitedly:
{
|
|

to
or
before

“I say, Mr. Boyd! Yon are wanted
down in Maiden lane, at once.”

“By whom, Gaffney?” cooly inquired
| Boyd.
[ “Ry Jimmie Coleman, sir! There's
}th‘? devil to nay in the store of Nathan
| Dickson, the diamond dealer.”
{ 19!

It was but a little after noon with
| the sun shining unusually hot from a
| clear May sky, whenh Felix Boyd reach-
| ed Maiden lane and ‘joined Coleman in

i front of Dickson’s place of business.
| The store wag = small one, oceupying
jonly the ground floor of a narrow

l

brick building that was wedged in he-
tween two much more imvnosirg struc-
tures, locking much as if it had slipped
in between such massive neighbors by
some freak or mischanee,

The siagle, broad window was pro-
tected with high wooden shutters, and
the store door guarded with an iron
grating, then closed and secured with
a padiock. On a ecard tacked on the
shutter of the door was 1udely printed:

OPEN THURSDAY MORNING

It being Wednesday the card and the
2loged  ctore wlainly indicated that
Dickson had pianned to be absent for
a day, and had left a notice when he
should return.

On the street¢ fronting the store was
a crowd of spectators, kent back by
several policemen, and Boyd found
Coleman and an officer engaged in
forcing the iron grating that guarded

“What's the trouble, Jimmie?” he
the closed door.
asked, as he joined him.

The central office man quickiy looked
up on hearing Boyd's voice.

“Ah! You're here! Good enough!” he
exclaimed. ‘“Recalling that letter I
hastened to _send for you. I'm told
there has been an exnlosion in here, a
devil of a noise, and that Dickson has
gone to his summer home for the day.
I haopened along just after the ex-
plosion was heard and found Gibson,
who occupies the upper floor. trying to
get in here.”

Boyd glanced at a tall, elderly man.

who nodded in corroboration of Cole-
man's . explanation. Boyd quickly
asked:

“Did Dickson tell vou he should bpe
absent today, Mr. Gibzon?”

‘He did. sir, as he was closing up last
night. He said he was going to his
summer place today, to »nlan for oc-
cupying it later.”

“Does he employ no clerks here, who
could have kent the store onen?”

“None, cir! He runs hiz business
alone. 1 greatlyv fear that robbery has
been committed here. The explosion
occurred about ten minutes ago and was
very severe, shaking the upper floors.”'

Bovd glanced quickly at the windows.
An inner curtain. frawn helow the tops

of the window shulters outside, pre-
vented a view of the Interfor of th=
store

“Have you locked out back, Jimmie?"
he demanded quickly.

“Yes, first thing' cried Coleman.
“The way is throngh that alley, and
the back window is closed with an iron
shutter on hinges, secured inside the
shop. There is a round hole in. it
through which I looked, but the smoke
in the store obscured everything. There
in there zll

,// I

Dickson's |

day, |

7

| “The crooks have made a clean sweep.
well as the italics noted, formed parts { This will settle me in Dickson’s opinion.
words | That

|

‘design’ |

iruined safe, and between it and the rear

right, but I saw no signs of thieves in
the rear area, which lies a bit lower
than the street. I tried to force a small
cellar door back there, but it wouldn’'t
give a hair, so I returned to tackle this
one. Ah, now we're in!”

The iron grating finally had given
way, and fell clanging upon the side-
walk. With an iron bar Coleman then
proceeded to force the lock of the door, |
an operation quickly accomplished,
when he threw open the door and en-
tered the shopn.

Boyd quickly folowed him, first
glancing at one of the policemen, and
caying sharply:

“Stand here, Gaffney!
eise enter!”’

Though the smoke now was partly
dispelled, the shop was in semi-ob-
scurity, and Colem%n hastened to raise
the curtain. Then"a flood of light en-
tered over the front shutters, and
revealed the devastation within.

The shop was narrow, but quite deep,
with a counter at one side, and a small
enclosed office in front. Nearly at the
rear was a large safe, partly fixed in
the side wall, and fronted by an open
space near the rear window.

A glance about the place quickly told
what had happened. The heavy door of
the safe lay on the floor, and a part
of the side nearest the rear window was
badly shattered, leaving the interior
compartments of the safe almost en-
tirely exposed and easy of access. That

Let no one

they had been rohbed of the most of
their valuable contents was at once I
apparent. |

Furthermore, indicating the violence
of the explosion, the counter was
thrown awry, and the glass of the rear
window was scattered in fragments
over the floor, leaving only the secured
iron shutter, through the round aper-
ture in which entered a beam of sun-
light from the rear area or yard.

On the broad sill of this window lay
a large reading glass, similar to that
which, K Dickson carried on his person;
but of Dickson himself, or of the
knaves guilty of perpetrating this mid-
day burglary, there was not a sign.

“Whew!"” whistled Coleman, the in-
stant his gaze fell upon the scene.
“Here's a mess! A burglary in broad
davlight!”

“Burglary, indeed!” exclaimed Boyd.

vatchwork letter of his had a
wicked meaning, after ail.”

“l should say wicked!” cried Cole-
man, hurriedly opening the rear shut-
ter, and springing out of the window.

“T'll see what I can find out here,
Felix.”
“Go ahead!” cried Boyd. “I'll ex-

amine things in here.”

Coleman returned in about five min-
utes, bearing in his hand a pair of
soiled rubbers, with which he scram-
bled back through the window, remark- |
ing, rapidly:

“There are foptorints in the soil of
the alley, but not at all definite. Yet
the crooks must have escaped by that
way, and one of them probably wore
these rubbers, for I found them under
some refuse near the alley exit.”

“Very likely,” said Boyd, glancing at |
them. “Burglars frequently wear them
to muffle their steps indoors. Size
eight, aren’'t they?”

A flight of stairs from one corner |
led to a dimly lighted ceilar, to which
Boyd quickly condueted his companion.
At the foot of the stairs he halted, and
pcinted to a narrow door, the one Cole-

man vainly had tried to force from out- | §
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side. Against it was a heavy piece of
joist, one end of which was securely
blocked several yards from the door.
“Humph!” ejaculated Coleman. “Thev
went that way, and the timber shows
how they secured the door after them.
It was so adjusted as to fall into place
when the door closed, and thus prevent
the immediate emdxance of any one
anxious to learn the cause of the ex-
plosion. The delay gave the crooks a
chance to get well away. They have
done the job all right, covering their |
tracks well, and "already have a ]nng]
lead on the police. There's no question |
about that.” !
Boyd nodded indifferently, and led}

the way upstairs.

“You had better rush a message up |
to Dickson’s wife, Jimmie,” said he.
“Here is his city address. Have her, or
some of his family, telegraph to Dick-
son, and bring him here as quickly as
pessible. He should show up by the |

midfle of the afternoon.” | B

“I'll do so at once,” nodded Coleman,
hastening te the front door, where he
not only started a messenger for Dick- |
son’s residence, but also dispatched an- |
other to headquarters to report the ex-
traordinary burglary.

When he returned he found Felix
Boyd on his knees a few feet from the

|
i
|
i
|
window. He was intently engaged in |
studying, with the help of Dickson's‘i
large reading glass, the hard pine
board of the bare floor. |
|
|
|

“IWhat have you discovered there?"

Coleman demanded, with immediate in- |
terest.

“Nothing much,” muttered Coleman,
g'ancing up.
across the floor, Jimmie.
and ends at the corner of the safe.”

“What do you make of it?
caused it?” - i

“It was caused by a fine fuse, Jim- |
mie, with which the charge in the safe |
was exploded. In burning, it scorched |
the floor a little,

imperceptibie dark line. At first sight, |

1 thought it was a narrow crack only, ||

but this lens belonging to Dickson re-
veals its true character. Very kind of
Dickson to have left a glass so handy.”

There was in Boyd's voice an intona-
tion so vaguely odd that it brought a
lcok of perplexity to Coleman’s atten-
tive face. He could discern no more
than had been pointed out to him, how-
ever, and he growled, a little impa-
tiently:

“Well, what of it? What do you
mean by _that? "We know the charge
was exploded by some means, and what
matters whether a fuse or an electric
current was used?”’

“It doesn’'t matter much, Jimmie,”
1eturned Boyd, still on his knees.. “Yet
I thought I would call your attention
to the line. Here at this end of it is
another feature, too, hardly discernibie
except with the glass.” '

“What's that?” inquired Coleman,
stooping lower.

“Here are two curved lines, parallel
and scarce a quarter inch apart,” said
Boyd, with his finger on the spot from
which the fuse.apparently had started.
“They are very faint, almost like partly
obliterated pencil marks. Can you see
them, Jimmie? Here, take the glass.”

“Yes, I can see them now,” mut-
tered Coleman, peering through the
powerful lens. “‘But what of them?”

“Nothing of much -consquencs, I
guess,” Boyd' slowly answeref. “They
appear to be faint scorches, Ilke the

\

“Only this smutty mark B
It begins here | i

| E
MWhat |

making this almost | E

other. “It’'s odd, though, that both
curve so regularly. Maybe they were
caused by the flame of the match with
which this end of the fuse was lighted.
As you say, Jimmie, it doesn’t matter
much how it was done.”

While he spoke, Boyd gazed oddly
down at Coleman from the corner of his
eye, but the latter’s attention was upon
the floor, which he still studied with
the glass.

“I don’t make anything of it, Felix,”
he presently declared, arising to his
feet. “I have sent to headquarters for
assistance. We must lose no more time |
before getting the police after these !
scoundrels.”

“Quite right,” nodded Boyd, taking
the reading glass and replacing it on
the sill of the back window. *“Since I
see nothing more that I can do for
you here, Jimmie, I believe I will go

and Junch. I was about going when
you sent for me.”
“ar

Very well. I shall wait here until
the chief comes down.”

“By Jove! I feel very sorry for Dick-
son,” added Boyd, as he turned to go.
“He surely will set me down for a
blockhead of the first water. Who
would have believed that that infernal
letter carried, between its deucedly
crcowded and patchwork lines, a hint
at so audacious a crime as this? Yes, I
feel very sorry for Dickson. I must
run down here later in the day and try
to square myself with him.”

With which observation, to which
Coleman made no reply, Mr. Felix Boyd
passed out into Maiden Lane and de-
parted.

The news of the extraordinary day-
light burglary had spread rapidly, and
a great gathering of people thronged
the street. Reporters and artists were
hurrying to the scene of the erime, and
soon the chief from the central office,
accompanied by several of his shrewd-
est subordinates, put in an appearance.

L.ong before evening the story of the
turglary was known throughout the
city, and all the powers of the police
were being strenuously applied to
tracking the burglars.

Late in the afternoon. Mr. Felix Boyd |
again visited the scene, expecting to
find Dickson, and express his regrets
over what had occurred. Nor was he |
disappointed, for Dickson had arrived
at his store about 3 o'clock, well-nigh
overwhelmed by the disaster befallen
him. Boyd found him moaning and
in tears, crushed under a despair much
too great for expression, and he has-
tened to excuse as best he could his
own obvious blindness.

“Oh, I don’t blame you, Mr. Boyd; 1
don't blame you,” Dickson tearfully re-
iterated, in response to Boyd’'s expres- |
sions of regret. “I'm ruined,. utterly |
ruined, but I don’t blame you, sir. No |
mortal man could have foreseen this
from that blind letter. I am a victim
of burglars, Mr. Boyd. and I fell surel
that I have secret enemies, also, who

are striving to undo me. I'm bankrupt,
utterly ruined, but I don’t blame you
in the least.”

“That's very kind of you. Dickson, I

am- sure,” said Felix Boyd. “How
great is your loss?”
“I cannot tell yet, not precisely,”

groaned Dickson. *“Two hundred thou-
sand at least, and probably more, Many
of the diamonds were consignments
only, and I never can make good for
thém, never! I am utterly ruined, but
I don’t blame you, sir. You advised
me the best you knew.”

“I certainly did, Dickson.” said Boyd
sorrowfully. “Were you at your shore
house when informed of the burglary?”

“Yes. I went out there alone this
morning to arrange for opening the
house rext week. T received a tele-
gram from my wife, conveying the
dreadful news, and T at once returned.
God help me, Mr. Boyd. I'm a broken
man from this hour. I never shall re-
cover, never! But I don’t blame you,
sir; I don't blame you in the least.”

II1.

“Are you booked for anything special
tonight, Jimmie?" inquired Felix Boyd
of Coleman in the afternoon of the sec-
or.d day following the burglary in Mai-
den lane.

“Nething more pressing than Dick-
son’s affair.”

“Have the detectives struck any trail
worth following?”

“Not as yrt, It's an infernally blind
case,”” declared Coleman. “Do you
know, Boyd, I begin to believe you are
right in suspecting that some master
knave is at w~rk in this locality.”

Boyd laughed indifferently, and made
no direct reply.

“You can let Dickson’'s case drop un-
til tomorrow, Jimmie,” said ne. -1
want you to make a night run into the
suburbs with me, so meet me at the
Thirty-fourth street ferry at 7 o’clock
You’'ll learn for what a little later. And.
by the way, Jimmie. you had better
come in disguise and have a gun with
you!"

Coleman knew Boyd too well to at-

tempt to hasten any disclosures. He
merely signified his assent, and prompt-
ly at 7 o’clock the two men, both ef-

fectively disguised,
mentioned.

Still Boyd disclosed nothing. He
crossed the river with his companion,
boarded a train at the Long Island
railway station and entered into con-

met at the ferry

versation with Coleman until they
reached South Woodhaven, soon after
dark. There they left the train, and

Boyd soon was leading the way across
the broad strip of country lyirg along
the waters of Jamaica bay, the sally
air from which fanned their fiushed
faces.

“What the dickens are you after out

here?” Coleman finally ventured to de- | ““‘Clever,

mand, with some impatience.
Bovd lauzbhed. and quietly rejoined:

|
{

i

“I am after D
mie.”

ickson's burglars, Jime

“The devil you say!”

“Easy!

We are nearing our destina-

tion, and must not be seen nor heard.
Still, I believe we are wel! in advance

of our quarry,
show up at all.

who possibly may not
Yet I would bet that

somebody will put in an appearance, in

which case I mu

st know what sort of a

trick is to be turned here tonight. Care-

fully now, and come this way.

Yonder

is Dickson’s place.”

They had emerged from

strip of woods,
tance the dark
dious wooden d
somewhat

removed,
against the starry sky.

a narrow
and in the near dis-
outlines of a commo-
welling, with a stable
were discernible
The isolated

place was shrouded in gloom, and thse
solitude and silence were broken only

by erickets
grass or the

and
occasional

insects in the long

cry of some

night bird overhead.

Closely follow

ed by Coleman, Boyd

skirted the hedge until he arrived at a

point back of the

stable, tc the rear

wall of which he cautiously stole and

listened. It wa

s as silent as a tomb

within, and Boyd next forced open the

sliding wooden s
dow, used only

This gave
interior, and
word of
closed the
Egyptian
produced an
with which he
light across the

“We are here
sibly last,” he

them
Boyd,
caution,
shutter.
darkn
electric

hutter of a square win-
for removing refuse.
easy access to the
with a whispered
the way in and
This left them in
but Boyd quickly
pocket lantern,
shed a singie beam of
floor.
first, Jimmie, and pos-
softly remarked. “I

led

ess,

don’t look for others before the next

train comes out,
and cautious.

moment,
ance here
I never saw any

however.

which Y

vet we'd best be quiet
Come this way for a
There is a contriv-
wish to show you.

rthing just like it.”
“Evidently yvou've been

here before,”

muttered Coleman, not a little puzzled.

“Only once,”
was yesterday.
spoke of.”

It anpeared to
upright on a m

replied
Here's

Boyvd. ““That
the thing I

be only a barrel. placed
ound of loose hay, di-

rectly under the edge of the overhang-

ing mow above.
the perforated

Boyd quietly removed
head, however, and

flashed a beam of light ir.to the barrel,

revealing severa
There was no
rel, which stood
hay, and contair
pled pages, evi
book. Precisely
barrel, and fixe
hay and paper
partly burned p
“Good heaven
“What's the me
contrivance for
‘“Precisely.” w
fsn't

saning of this?

1 startlinig facts.

lower head in the bar-
squarely the loose
1ed a number of erum-

on

iently torn from some
in thve middle of the
d upright in the loosn
at the bottom was «a

ara@n candle,
s!” muttered Coleman.
Is it a
firing the barn?”

hispered Felix
it? Had the

Bovd.
candla

Continued on Page /4.

Extra {4

Special
Sale !

Extra
Special
Sale !

fancy-mixtures.

This'is a Nobby Suit--comes in the all wool
- Panama, Cheviot, Broadcloths, and a few
There are 65 Suits in all,

the cheapest in the lot being $18.00 and up

to $25.00. They are made up in the jaunty
Eton style, circular and pleated skirt model

-=come in the brown, blue, black, red, green.
If you want a nobby suit for less than you
can buy the material, you want to be here
: bright andearly Monday morning. Sale price

8.9

DON'T FORGET, RAIN OR SHINE, SALE
BEGINS AT 8 OCLOCK AM. MONDAY.

|




